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PAPER VANITY

A clean white page is mocking me, JEERING,
LAUGHING,
"Can't you see? Even if you fill
me up; that will never be enough.
I will never let you be; you will
always turn to me. I am endless
while you are few; you make me,
but I break you. Even long after
you are gone; I will continue to
linger on. And long after your
words fade, I will stay an empty
page ..."
"Oh foolish page" I wrote there on, "who cares
if you are here or gone, we need you not to
think or feel, we simply use you at our will.
You sit so drenched with vanity, so clean and
pure you claim to be, what use have you without me?

With that I laughed and ripped it up, "Oh
emp ty page that's quite enough:"

Laura Lee Rogers

BRAINSTORM

And the sun shines
Where childlike dreams
Beat into sedentary realities.
Nourishing hope
Until misty memories pile up
And recollected ideas and ideals
Pour through the mind,
Drizzling into unknown deserts
And dripping into stagnant pools of
"Should have done's" and "Could have been's"
Where the Big One always gets away
And even minnows choke on a scum
Tinged with cynicism,
Reeking of regret
Drip
Drip
Ripple
Until the smooth black surface
Like an age-dimmed mirror reflects
The sun shining once again.

Sharon Poat

FArm

ten seconds
1s eternity
next in 1lfe
1s death
would you not
promise ~nyth1ng
to anyone

for just another
breath?

They say you never know it
until it hits you
and leaves you breathless
smiling
tapdancing
when

there's

no one

there

to see

how foolish you may seem
to everyone but yourselfFor happiness is not judgemental
you can see nO darkness
while looking through stars
which encircle your head at night
while sleep controls your every move
and love has power over your every thoughtIt comes when least expected
like a thief in the night
sneaking around corners
then advancing with exhilarating forceSleepless nights
and dream-filled days
seem typical
everyone wonders how and why
There are no answers
no explanations
no logic involved
for when the heart holds the reins
love runs rampant over the expanse of time
called life-

Barbra Finn

DREAMS

The sun shone piercingly through tall narrow
windows, casting long rays of dusty light across
the rOOm which were reflected in hazy images from
massively ornate mirrors.
Echoes of ghostly
footsteps on wood floors reverberated from the
high ceiling.
TI,egrandfather clock ticked almost deafeningly; a cadence of life long past
still remembered.
Its hourly chime shook the
room, momentarily shattering its solitude. The
furnishings spoke of another era, looming; heavy
dark

wood,

severe

lines,

and maroon

velvet

fab-

ric.

A pungent muskiness pervaded the room.
The heavy oak door slowly creaked open. A
tall, muscular, sandy haired man stood in the
open doorway, framed by the faint light from
the rOOm behind him. He wore dark pants and a
heavy gray cable knit sweater.
He stood with
his arms at his sides and his feet apart. Karen
sat with her hands in her lap, cold and cla:mny,
staring at him. Time hung heavily. Her
breaths came in rapid, shallow pants. He didn't
move and she couldn't.
Tileclock ticked louder
and louder. She searched for recognition, but
realized he had no face.
Karen woke with a start. The dream. Always the same. She woke tired and shaken. All
day it nagged at her. At night she waited for
it.

Then

one night,

two -- peace,

no dreams.

She walked into the bathroom.
She cleaned
the bowl, but couldn't flush the toilet. She
removed the top of the tank -- that chain must
be caught again. A huge hairy brown spider half
filled the tank. There was no water.
She poked
at it with the handle of the toilet brush. It
offered no resistance.
It just stared at her
with large green eyes. She lifted it out and
flung it into the bowl. She tried again and

again to flush it away, but it just sat there
staring at her.
It started to crawl out. Karen
woke screaming.
She tossed for hours before dozing off,
only to return to the room, and the faceless man.
Karen dreaded sleep.
The dreams, always the
dreams.
She woke more drained every morning. She
went through the motions at work, and kept busy
trying to push nightfall away.
She sat in front of the fire, curled up with
a delightfully funny book and a glass of wine,
her fleecy robe tucked around her, relaxed. No
dreams for two nights.
She fel t refreshed again.
Maybe it was over.
She heard a noise at' the
kitchen window, a tapping - scrapping Sound.
Her heart pounded as she waited and listened,
hardly breathing.
The kitchen door rattled. An
icy shock surged through her.
She couldn't move.
A scraping sound came from the window behind her.
She heard the window slide open.
After endless
prayerful moments she slowly turned to find the
faceless man on the other side of the window.
The icy wind what entered the room took her breath
away.
Tears welled in her eyes and burned at her
throat.
She couldn't stand.
She had no feeling
in her legs. Her heart pounded and her breaths
came faster and faster.
A log suddenly fell and the fire crackled.
She jumped to her feet. A cold sweat drenched
her. The window was closed, and the drapes
drawn.
The room was still and warm.
She went
to bed, exhausted, hoping for escape in a deep
dreamless sleep.
Karen was jolted by an explosion behind her.
The noise was deafening.
Shots and explosions,
screaming, commands were shouted from all directions.
Bodies were everywhere.
The pungent
smell of warm blood filled her nose and throat.
She couldn't breathe.
The burning sulfur odor
filled the air.
Smoke and dust choked her,
bringing tears to her eyes.
She ran, but it

w~s the same everywhere.
So much blood. She
woke screaming.
The next few days were calm -- then the
room and the faceless man. She was jarred from
the dream by a noise, some very loud sound. She
didn't know what it was. Karen slipped back
into sleep, snuggled under the warm covers,
concentrating on the softness of her bed, the
clean sheets against her skin.
Through the haze of encrouching slumber
she heard the kitten meowing, softly at first,
then impatiently, demanding.
Silly kitten wandered into a closet again. Now she's locked in.
Karen reluctantly got out of bed. The meows
were coming from the kitchen.
She opened each
cabinet, but no kitten sauntered out. Then she
opened the cabinet over the stove. From the
dark recess piercing yellow eyes stared out at
her. The kitten's mouth was drawn back into a
horrible grimace.
Saliva drooled from glistening fangs. Her fur was tangled and matted.
A
putrid odor assailed her, wrenching her from
sleep.
Karen walked through the forest. The air
was crisp and cool, the sun filtered through
shades of red and orange and yellow. Brown
leaves and pine needles crunched under her feet.
So peaceful, so beautiful.
Karen heard a twig
crack behind her. She stopped and listened -nothing.
She kept walking, then she heard a
rustling in the leaves. Her heart pounded, and
she walked faster. Now she heard footsteps far
behind her. She ran. The footsteps quickened
with hers. She ran, faster and faster, entering a clearing, then down a ravine. She kept
running, not daring to look back. Reaching
home she ran inside and slammed the door.
She
reached for the bolt to lock it, but couldn't.
Her hand wouldn't reach the bolt. She stood
frozen, unable to touch it as the footsteps
came closer. The door flung open. It was him.

Karen jumped out of the bed, shocked back into
reality
by the cold floor.
She sa tat
the window until dawn.
Karen always looked forward to sailing.
Nothing else relaxed her this much.
She s ki.mme
d
across the glistening
mirror of blue,
absorbing
the clean fresh air to her very SOul, los t in
time, becoming part of the sea.
SUddenly the
sky turned ominously black, the water
menacingly
choppy. Soon crashing waves rocked
the small
boat.
The sails snapped and shimmied in the
wind. Salty gusts blasted her hair
and clothes.
Without warning the boat overturned,
dumpLng her
into the sea.
She broke to the surface
of the
water and clung desparately
to the boat.
Fighting the roaring surf, her legs dangled
in the
murky, churning water.
Something bumped her leg,
then passed, grazing her calf,
sending
icy shocks
of terror through her body. Bitter
tears
welled
in her eyes in her frantic attempts
to pull herself atop the capsized craft.
Her own screams
pierced her awareness, jolting
her to wakefulness.
For several nights Karen took sleeping
pills
and found solice in dreamless slumber.
The third
night -_ another pill.
She slipped
into the dark
tunnel of nothingness.
Then she s toad in the
center of a cell: cold, dirty,
dark.
The only
light came from a small window over her head. The
smell a f humanwaste and sweat closed
in on her.
She salolno one, heard nothing.
Where was she?
A dOor creaked open. Two soldiers
entered,
dragging her son.
They threw his battered,
naked
body at her feet, crumpled and unconcious.
She
gathered him in her arms sobbing and screaming.
'
N o:I Her heart ached. The
screams stuck
in her
throat as rage overcame her.
She Cursed the
bastards and rocked her precious child
in her
arms. Please no, not her son.
She woke sobbing,
1n a cOld sweat, her heart pounding.
She cried
the rest of the night, a blessed release.

As Karen sat on the park bench the warm
sun dissolved her tension, and peace flowed
through her. She closed her eyes and filled
her lungs with clean cool air, and felt ten
years younger.
She lifted her face to the
sun and smiled. It was over. At last -over. No nightmares for three weeks. As
the jay of this moment swept through her she
found it hard to helieve it had ever happened.
How stupid: A reaction to her allergy medication. Thank God she had looked for help,
although that was far from the answer she
expected.
She was sure she had gone mad. A
broad smile crept across her lips. Over.
She sighed with relief.
Karen decided to check out that little
antique shop in the square on the way home.
She deserved a treat, some not to priceless
trinket. She opened the heavy oak door and
entered the shop. The sun shone piercingly
through the tall narrow windows, casting
long rays of dusty light across the room
which were reflected in hazy images from
massively ornate mirrors.
Echoes of ghostly
footsteps on wood floors reverberated from
the high ceiling. The grandfather clock
ticked almost deafeningly.
Its hourly chime
shook the room, momentarily shattering its
solitude.
The furnishings spoke of another
era, looming; heavy dark wood, severe lines,
and maroon velvet fabric. A pungent muskiness pervaded the room. The shop owner
stood with his back to her, a sandy haired,
tall, muscular man. He wore dark pants, and
a heavy gray cable knit sweater ...

Joanne Maples
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TOUGH LOVE

I

dont kn
ow why yo
u do the th
ings you do, it
makes me sick-but
I will continue t
o follow, learnin
g from your a
ctions an
d the s
illy th

ings yo
u d

o

Dave Garrett

DICTATOR

A great, greasy, grinding, heartless machine
stands devouring; while guarding his hoard
of treasure that fills the priceless refrigerator;
while we cry out in hungered anger a t the
few stale crumbs he throws us ...
Then our father bellows "Who do you think
pays the bills~"

Laura Lee Rogers

STRANGE SOLACE
Love sticks a knife into the center of
vulnerability
Twisting it 'ro~nd and 'round
Until self is splashed over the sidewalk
Where dreams are trampled as empty
feet shamble in search of comforting Hate

Sharon Poat

RETURN TO THE FIRE

It was dark, darker than a blind man's
sight, but his mind was traveling back to the
lights of reality.
Upon awakening he realized
that the only lights to speak of were those
that have always been with the hunter: nature's
lights.
The moon and stars fell through the trees
scattering pools of illumination across the
floor of the timberland.
A small stubborn
flame that remained from last night's campfire
produced waves of shadows that flowed across
the top of the tin roof above his cot.
A hickory nut dropped by an early dining
squirrel slammed into the tin roof of the camphouse. Startled, he lost interest in incoming
tides of shadows and rose from his nest and began to smother his young firm body with warm
clothes that would protect him from the elements.

The spring slapped the screen door shut
as his boots carried him down the wooden steps
of the camphouse and over to the faint flame.
He fed the fire a split hickory log, and it
responded by greedily producing a larger fire
which made the entire camp more visible.
As
he stood staring into the flame his body absorbed the physical heat.
As he looked
around the area of the fire, he thought of
the night before and how the men had gathered
receiving not only the physical heat, but a
warmth for their sou Iss as well.
They had
gathered together, these men, to share a
closeness and warmth of companionship that man
kind had enjoyed since the beginning of existence: the companionship of the hunt.
Laughter brought forth by the tall tales
of the hunters still echoed in his ears as did
the awe inspiring silence of attention given

to each man as he spoke. It was amazing to him
how such a small fire could bring such joy and
more importantly how it brought such unity. The
power of the fire was a mystery to him for he
had only witnessed its power. Never in actuality had he received the warming of the soul as
the others did, nor had he felt the unity. He
remained on the outside of the circle around the
fire, undeserving of its soul-burning warmth for
he had not made his first kill. It seemed to
him that in the eyes of the other hunters he was
not a man. Never had the blade of his knife
tasted first blood of a buck as had the blades
of all the other hunters in the camp. It made
matters worse that he was not the youngest present. There were others in camp who were five
years his junior, but long since they had smeared the life blood of their first buck on their
cheeks, indicating their manhood to the rest of
the camp. Thus being the only child in the
camp, it was easy to remain on the outer edge of
the glowing campfire. Wonderingly he observed
the warmth the hunters shared.
Glancing at the camphouse where all the men
were still in deep slumber he wondered if he
should wake them so that they could prepare
breakfast and ready themselves for the morning
hunt. A quick decision was made as he reached
into the shadows near the house and retrieved
his rifle. Strapping the rifle over his
shoulder, he stalked out of camp into the cool
darkness away from the fires of men.
Once in the darkness he followed the
familiar trail to his deer stand. He stopped
at a small slough and bent to roll up his hip
boots. As he pulled the boots up his leg he
heard the whistling wings of woodducks coming
off the roost to feed. A glimpse of the ducks
through the trees caused him to wonder at
their beauty and stand admiring them as they
disappeared into the pinkish dawn that was

climbing the horizon of the cypress trees. The
rising sun called attention to his stillness
and II~ continued his progress toward the stand.
As he crossed the slough cold dark water
gripped his boots and swallowed them to midcal f. Carefully he picked his steps along the
cypress kne ss , tor hoe knew that a stumble and
fa 11 waul d send him back to camp to dry out.
Camp was one place he did not want to be as he
knew rhe men ve re up and stirring.
They would
receive pleasure at the misfortune and ignorance
of such a child.
He Sighed as he placed his
feet on the bank, t.dPPY to have them miss that
fun.
He marched for another hundred yards and
stood looking up at the old stand resting in the
fork of the maple tree.
Struggling against
gravity and bundlesom
clothes, he managed to
climb to the platform.
After unstrapping his
rifle he came to rest on an old Treflan can that
was his perch from his first hunt until now. As
he sat brea t h Lng heavily from his march to the
stand he could feel the sweat under his thermal
armor.
He knew not to remove his coat to "cool
off".
One does not "cool off" in twenty degree
weather.
One would feel comforting cool for a
while until the cold wind took his comfortable
feeling and left him a miserable frigid block
of ice. He decided to let his body take care
of the overheating problem and swallowed great
doses of cold air as t.e panted in and out.
Heavy breathing is a symptom of deep sleep and
this is exactly where he found himself in a
matter of minutes.
The nightmare began the same way. He found
himself clutching a rifle and staring around
with ti,e alertness of a ten year old boyan
his
first deer hunt.
Everything was noticed by his
young eyes as various small animals swam through
the pools of sunlight on the floor of the forest
beneath his stand.
Each and every fluttering

sparrow and scampering squirrel was a prospective white-tailed buck until they came close
enough to be identified by his anxious eyes of
expectation.
Aftel" an hour or so the new wore
off and he sat back on the new Treflan can
that he and his uncle had placed in the stand
on its completion a couple of weeks before.
A short while later he was startled by a
strange noise to the left of his stand. There
before him was a huge trophy buck with a massive
rack of antlers that gleamed in the morning
light. Staring intently at the perfect creature
he began to feel the warmth of a fever he had
never known before. Buckfever:
Not since that
time had the youngster been so out of control of
his body. His heart pounded and he shook all
over.
Clumsily the child lifted the rifle and
fitted the scope with the body of the deer. Not
placing the crosshairs on any particular part of
the deer's body, he hurriedly shot. The deer
disappeared without another shot being fired and
was never seen again in all its magnificence.
Had the deer been hit? If so, no blood was
found and the deer was considered a miss. The
young boy returned to camp and to the fire in
total humiliation.
The news came a week after
the shot. The deer had been hit but the gunshot
had allowed no blood to escape to leave a trail.
The deer's body had been found by the boy's
uncle not far from the child's stand. Weeks
later while hunting in the area, the young boy's
uncle had taken him to view the carcass of the
deer.
"He was a nice oue,l! stated his uncle
quietly.
"Yes, he was," replied the child. Looking
at the carcass lIe saw a totally different creature from the one he had shot. This animal was
not beautiful but it was a disgusting rotten
mass. The stench of decay burned his nose as
salty tears burned and traced uneven lines down

his face.
He turned away from this waste of
life, waste he had created.
Not only would
thls creature never breathe again but also no
benefit would be reaped from its death. As he
walked. away from the carcass he did not try to
hlde hlS tears.
He was a child and he could
cry.
He was not to be a man because he had
failed to harvest the deer and provisions were
not brought back to a family.
This duty was
an accomplishment
of men.
Startled, he jumped and awoke to find himself in the present but not far away from the
nigh t ma re , For part of his nightmare exis:ted
in reality in the fact that he was still a
child in the camp nine years later. Success
had not come his way, and the bucks were
never his.
The deer aluded him only to be
prey for someone in a nearby stand. He had
stood in a state of torment as younger hunters
became men among the hunters and gained acceptance around the fire, leaving him humiliated.
He had seen many does in the nine years but
only a handful of bucks, none of which had
given him an ample shot.
The day went slowly by and he saw only a
handful of does.
On his way back to camp he
thought of giving up the sport but he realized
that something deep inside him would never let
him give up.
Upon entering the camp he noticed a single
fork-horned buck hanging from the old rusty
meat hooks that had held the harvest of his
clan for decades.
He realized it was late for
all the others were gathered around the fire.
Though all were muddy, wet, and tired, their
spirits did not reveal this.
Although there
had been only one kill, they all seemed
successful.
He took his usual place on the outer edge
of the fire and answered all their questions
about his hunt very solemnly.
Finding his

story much the same as it always had been, the
men fell back into the pleasure of conversation.
For the first time t he boy listened to the
tales of each individual hunt and noticed the
extraordinary pleasure of each man even though
he had no buck un the meat hooks. One hunter
told of his good fortune in seeing an albino
deer earlier that morning. N10ther huntsman
had seen a fluck of Canadian geese flying south
and he described their lonesome cries, sending
chills up and down spines around the fire. The
fire's shadows played on the speaker's face and
all fell silent as if listening to the lonesome
cries too. Th" next hunter related a tale that
changed the mood to one of mirth and much laughter. He had tried to cross a creek on a log but
he slipped and fell, receiving an early morning
bath.
"Good sense told me to come back to camp
and close in on this fire:" he blurted. "But it
didn't tell me how close: My pads are still
sore and ['m not talking about the ones on my
feet:" he admitted while tenderly rubbing his
back side. He sat oncomfortably on his knees
among th" oth"rs who rested on stumps and buckets.
During the laughter the child found himslef
easing closer to the fire. To his surprise, he
found himself reciting his experience of watching a bobcat and her kittens feeding around his
stand. He thought how special it seemed to him
now when just this afternoon nothing in all nature seemed important to him other than a buck.
Noticing the respect in the eyes of the other
huntsmen as they listened intently to him while
he spoke from the inner circle, he ended his
story and sat back to feel the warmth of the
fire for the first time. Nothing was said verbally of his rise to manhood but he could see it
being said in the expressions of the hunters.
There was respect in the eyes of each man.
Sitting back and enjoying the new found warmth,

he noticed how the fire made each face glow
blood red. It was at this moment that he
realized that a deer's blood could not take
a child to manhood. Manhood for him came
from the simple flame of a hunter's fire and
from the unity and companionship with those
who enjoy nature by just simply being there ...

Taylor Wilson

FICTION AWARD

A toothless old man
smiling
and glad to have food.
Or a little boy
who thinks all Dads
smell like whisky
and have to be hidden from.
Hugging you.

Allen Tubb

POETRY AWARD

THE HANDS OF HARVEST
He couldn't believe it: His whole world
was falling apart.
The huge man sat at the
kitchen table with his head buried in his
hands -- those same strong, tanned hands that
had worked the land he loved for twenty years.
How could they take his land?
Slowly he raised his head and stared
through the window.
His eyes shot past the
barn to the cotton field.
The red cotton
picker stood motionless beYond the first few
rows. Heavy rain had halted picking.
The
stalks behind the picker drooped from the
soaking, while those in front that had been
fluffy and white were now lifeless stalks of
decay. He had nurtured those stalks from
tiny seeds. His thoughts drifted back to the
beginning.
No -- it hadn't been his father's
occupation -- but it was his dream, not his
father's.
He remembered how proud he had felt
when he had bought his first farm. Oh it waS
small -- but it was his and he had made it
work.
All those mornings he had risen before
the sun eager to work.
Occasionally he had
stopped the tractor to breathe the air of new
life and reach down to pick up a handful of
the rich earth and let it slowly trickle
through his fingers.
There were times when he
had worked way into the hours of the night in
order to beat the deadline of the first frost.
He thought of his small son trying desparately
to stretch to his footprints in the freshly
tilled soil as he walked and checked the
planter's rows. His son's small efforts of
help never really amounted to much -- but his
love and dedication reminded him of his own and
gave him the strength he needed to survive.

There had been hard times.
too much

rain,

too little

Hard times such as
rain,

a hailstorm,

and

insects that preyed on his crop. But the satisfaction of the production and harvest made it
all worth it. And now. Now some guy in a threepiece suit wanted to take his land. A guy who'd
never seen dirt, much less worked with it 'til
it not only covered you on the outside, but
filled you up on the inside too.
He felt a strong hand touch his shoulder
and knew it was his son. He had grown into a
solid

okay

young

to cry,

man.

That

one

but it's never

touch

okay

said,

"It's

to quit.

tI

Instantly he knew he must fight to keep his land,
just as if he were facing another drought or
storm.

The hospital waiting room was stuffy and
Elizabeth Hughes fanned herself with the latest
edition

of "Better

Homes

and Gardens"

as she

watched her son pace across the floor. The
sterness of his face made him look forty years
old and his broad shoulders were stiff with tension. Several nurses bustled in and out and the
smoke that rose from the cigarette of a bearded,
overweight man dressed slouchily in a worn tshirt and jeans hovered anticipating in the room.
"ry, come sit down by mother."
Tyler Hughes stopped and looked at his
mother. She seemed so calm, yet her eyes revealed her concern. He smiled warmly at her and
crossed the room to take the chair next to hers.
She touched the hack of his hand gently and he
unclenched it and wrapped his fingers securely
around hers.
"Elizabeth. \VeIl hello Tyler."
"Hi Doc. How's Paw?"
'~our father's resting. His blood pressure
shot a little higher than usual, but he'll be
fine."

Elizabeth Sighed and asked, "Can I see him?"

"Nat tonlg
. h t.

He needs to sleep. Has
Art~ur been under Some strain lately? He
claLms he's taking his blood pressure medicine "
Tyler peered warily at his mother
.
Elizabeth looked pale and sai.d, "Well.:. there I s
the trouble with the farm."
"I see. I'm going to keep him here for a
couple of days. You can see him first thing in
the morning.

II

"Thank you, Dr. Adams.
Tyler, you go on
1'01 going to stay in case they need me."
"No, Mother. You need to rest too. I'll
bring you back in the morning."
"Tyler's right Elizabeth.
Get solliesleep.
Good night."
home.

"Thanks

Doc.

II

Tyler suddenly felt very tired himself as
he and his mother walked toward their pick-up.
"Should we call Sarah, Mother?"
"We'll call her in the morni-ng."
"Mother?
'lIn here

It's
me.
Sarah.

IIll)

home~11

II

Sara" dumped her bags and hurried through
the kitchen in search of her mother's voice.
When she entered the den, she hugged her mother
and kissed her lightly on the cheek.
"How I s Daddy?

II

"He's feeling much better today."
"Mother, why didn't you call me sooner? I
would have liked to have known just how bad
things were."
"Because things aren't so bad around here,"
said Tyler as he entered the room.
IfTy~1I

Sarah's eyes brightened as she rushed to
embrace her brother. Tyler tried to hide his
joy upon seeing his sister, but Elizabeth saw
the slight smile escape his lips.
"Did

you miss

me?"

"Not really," replied Tyler teas i ng 1y, "I

had myself to keep me company."
"Oh you, " 1 aughed Sarah.
"I've got a few things to take care of,
when I finish we'll go for a walk. I'll drive
you to the hosp LtaI tonight."
"Okay. But hurry. I'm dying to breathe
some

fresh

air again."

Tyler looked at his sister and said, "I'm
glad

you're home."
"Me too," replied

Sarah.

Sarah remembered when she had first left
for school. Tyler wasn't around, but she knew
where to search. She had found him there sitting on the edge of the bank throwing pebbles
into the stream. Sarah had gone and stood beside him reaching out her hand. His gaze had
remained 011 the waters below as he took her
hand. Sarah's leaving had been hard for her
too. Tyler had been her one true friend all
her life and she was scared by the thought of
not having him near.
Tyler and Sarah walked slowly through the
woods. Sarah could sense her brother's worry,
yet she did not encourage him to talk. Instead they walked along wrapped in silence, for
Sarah knew he'd talk when he was ready. They
had always taken walks together and the worn
path they followed would lead to their favorite
hideway.
Sarah's thoughts subsided when the woods
abruptly opened upon a clearing. The stream
lay in the middle of the clearing. The water
slithered lazily over the smooth, wet stones
and drifted perpetually downstream. Beyond the
stream, the two-story, gray farmhouse stood
surrounded by this year's crop. Flashbacks of
their childhood dashed through Sarah's mind.
Sarah looked at her brother and knew his
thoughts also wandered through the house and
fields.

Sarah knocked timidly on the huge door.
"Daddy?"
"Princess~"
"Hey Daddy."
"Come here and let me see how the big city
has been treating my little girl."
Sarah crossed the room and stood in front
of her father. She leaned over to kiss him and
sat at the edge of the bed.
"So tell me about school."
Sarah told her father the usual things a
daughter tells her father about school. When
she had finished she looked at I.is face. He
had aged twenty years. His brown hair had begun to gray on the sides and there were dark
circles beneath his eyes. His eyes had always
been happy, but tonight they reflected a
straining tiredness. Sarah smiled trying to
force back the tears, but they escaped.
Her
father drew her near and patted her back saying,
"It'll be okay Sarah."
Sarah raised her head and brushed away the
tears with the back of her hand. She sniffed
and said, "I know Daddy, but it's not fair.
You've worked hard all your Ii fe to have the
things you wanted and to give us the things we
wanted. And now they're going to take it all
away from you. It's just not fair."
"I know Princess, but things aren't important. As long as we all have each other,
we'll do just fine."
"I know things don't rnatter; I jus t know
how much you love farming.
It's as much a
part of you as we are."
"We'll make it. We've go t some thing
special that no one can take f rom us. "
Arthur Hughes stood motionless at the
edge of his cotton field barely daring to
breathe. He stared over at the adjoining
crop of wheat.
The autumn sky floated endlessly above

the wheat field before dropping behind an isolated hilltop to an unknown destination.
Occasionally a small, round rodent peeked between stalks near the field's edge. A circling
hawk dipped atop heads of grain and then soared
to the freedom of the mauve sky. A bobwhite
continously called searchingly for its mate.
Crisp wind caused the golden stalks to
dance gracefully as they reached toward the
auburn sun. The hand of harvest drew near.
The tired farmer slowly turned and headed
toward the barn. He knew what must be done.
Arthur cranked his tractor and allowed it
to idle. TI,eold engine was worn like him and
took its time warming up. A few endless minutes passed before Arthur slowly pulled the
monstrous piece of equipment out of the shed.
When he reached the field, he stopped momentarily and looked longingly at the crop he had
produced. Then he guided the tractor into the
cotton field pulling a disc behind.
Arthur uprooted the rows of cotton turning
them underneath the ground and stripping each
stalk of irs potential value in the process.
This finished, he turned the tractor toward the
wheat field. Stopping the tractor, he stood
and lit a cigarette. Arthur rarely smoked but
he took several deep draws before discarding it.
Arthur carefully gathered the cardboard boxes
he had tied to the seat of the tractor and hurled them blazing into the field below.
Tyler was welding in the barn when he
realized the smell of burning was stronger than
that he was producing. He glanced outside and
the sky was black. Jerking off his welding
helmet, he rushed out of the barn. He stopped,
temporarily blinded by the thick smoke. Regaining his senses he ran to the house screaming the entire way.
"Maw ~

Maw~

the

whea

t

crop

1

s burning!

11

Elizabeth dashed out of the
.
Sarah and Tyler had al
d
kJ.tchen door.
rea y reached th f·
and were beating the deadly fl
. e 1eld
tOlo/sacks. The flames danced d:~es w1th wet
them and Elizabeth co Id h
gerously around
u
ear the wheat cr kI
as she approached her children
Tyle r l.ac e
up but looked past her and sho~ted
"p g, 1mpsed
Paw:

Hurry:

II

I

aw.

Oh

Arthur did not move and Sarah ran to he
father fearing this would be the final blow r
Tyler regarded his father and then joined S· h
by h1s s1de.
ara
"Daddy. Are you okay?"
"rim fine Sarah."
"P aw, we , ve got to do something!"
"Let

it go son."

"What'?"
"r said let it go:"
Tyler quickly searched the landscape
surrounding him.
"Paw! Someone disced up the ..."
Tyler turned and gaped at his father. The
hurt and confusion mixed with anger in his eyes.
"Why? Why, Paw?"
"They might take my land, but I'll be damned
if they get my crop."
Tyler fell to the ground and wept. Sarah
knelt down beside him and placed her arm around
his heaving shoulders.
The smoke engulfed them
causing Sarah's eyes to burn and she began to
cough uncontrollably.
The heat drove them to
the field's edge where they collapsed again.
Elizabeth looked at her children, then went to
stand by her husband. Arthur began to walk
serenely away and Elizabeth followed.
When they
reached the house, Elizabeth looked back over
her shoulder.
"Don't 'Lizbeth," said Arthur grasping his
wife's arm.
At that moment a strong touched his shoulder.

Arthur turned to face his son.
... then embraced his father.

Tyler hesitated

Rose Lynn Wil son

She lets the light in when she smiles at me.
Her laugh is a sl<ender hand
drawing back the curtain.

Allen Tubb

AMONGST THE GROWING TRUTH

In the shadow of a rock when the sun sets low,
I see through the darkness and truth the past
bestows.
Through the trees and amongst the wild wind,
My mind lingers back before, when now was then.
Forever they battled here, and yet the rock
still stands.
The rock counts their rage with its coarse but
bloody bands.
And forever the rock delivers them toward the
open sky.
Likewise, forever, soldiers must become hard
and try.
In each crevice and crack lies their dark
domain,
While falling corpses must stand their hard
but last campaign.
And in the principle of science man does
surely know;
However, he fails to comprehend, that the rock
is alive and does grow.

Richard Dismukes

Ants.
So much like ants
they seem.
In all the cities
and the streets,

doing their jobs
and going to school.
Ants that you see in the dirt
and stop to smile at their excitement.
Then you spit down among them
and watch as they run, confused,
in circles.

Then you raise the toe of your boot
above them and lower it slowly.
The shadow of death stretches out
across their world and they run
a little faster, as you laugh and
grind your toe in the dirt

Allen Tubb

HOW I SPEND MY DAYS

spend hours ...minutes ...eternities
Thinking of words you'll never hear
Because you won't listen
or you don't want to hear
.
.
fa re.
or you've heard it a millIon tImes be
So the words pile up in my brain
Conflicting and mullifying one another
Fighting to be the first ones spoken
Echoing in empty rooms from our past
And circling upon themselves
And on me.
Maybe somewhere you do listen
and hear
even though you've heard it a million t i.".es
before,
And maybe you just don't care anymore.
I

Sharon Poat

The rain has begun
to melt

the snow,

spotted and torn
with footprints
and patches of ground,
stretching crookedly
about the yard
like an old sheet.

Allen Tubb

